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" Michael says Foggartism will be Labour's policy when
they understand ail it meai^."
" How's that ? "
" He thinks it's going to do them much more good than
anybody else. He says one or two of their leaders are
beginning to smell it out, and that the rest of the leaders
are bound to follow in time."
" In that case," said Soames, " it'll never go down with
their rank and file." And for two minutes he sat in a
sort of trance. Had he said something profound, or had
he not ?
Fleur's presence at week-ends with the eleventh baronet
was extremely agreeable to him. Though at first he had
felt a sort of disappointment that his grandchild was not
a girl—an eleventh baronet belonged too definitely to
the Monts—he began, as the months wore on, to find him
' an engaging little chap,' and, in any case, to have him
down at Mapledurham kept him away from Lippinghall.
It tried him at times, of course, to see how the women
hung about the baby—there was something very excessive
about motherhood. He had noticed it with Annette; he
noticed it now with Fleur. French—perhaps ! He had
not remembered his own mother making such a fuss ;
indeed, he could not remember anything that happened
when he was one. A week-end, when Madame Lamotte,
Annette and Fleur were all hanging over his grandson,
three generations of maternity concentrated on that pudgy
morsel, reduced him to a punt, fishing for what he felt sure
nobody would eat.
By the time he had finished Sir James Foggart's book,
the disagreeable summer of 1924 was over, and a more
disagreeable September had set in. The mellow golden
days that glow up out of a haze which stars with dew-
drops every cobweb on a gate, simply did not come. It

